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ALAIN-RENfi  LE  SAGE. 

Le  Sage  is  one  of  the  greatest  figures  in  late  seven- 
teenth and  early  eighteenth  century  French  litera- 
ture.   His  novel,  "  Gil  Bias  ",  is  celebrated. 

In  his  few  plays  he  shows  a  decidedly  satirical 
bent ;  in  "  Turcaret  "  especially,  which  is  one  of  the 
first  realistic  studies  of  society  and  the  money- 
question. 

"  Crispin  "  is  in  a  lighter  vein,  and  is  somewhat 
reminiscent  of  the  adventures  of  Gil  Bias. 
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CRISPIN,  RIVAL  OF  HIS  MASTER 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Monsieur  Oronte A  tradesman  of  Paris 

Madame  Oronte His  wife 

Angeliqije.  ..  .Their  daughter,  engaged  to  Damis 

Valere In  love  zvith  Angelioue 

Monsieur  Orgon Damis' s  father 

Lisette Angelique's  maid 

Crispin Valere's  valet 

La  Branche Damis' s  valet 

Time  '.' — Early  eighteenth  century. 

"  Crispin  Rival  de  son  Maitre "   was  first  per- 
formed, at  Paris,  in  1707- 


CRISPIN,  RIVAL  OF  HIS  MASTER 


Scene: — A  street  in  Paris;  Monsieur  Oronte's 
hoii'ie  at  the  hack,  zvith  an  entrance.  Entrances 
also  right  and  left.  Valere  and  Crispin  are 
present. 

Valere.    Ha  there,  you  are,  rascal ! 

Crispin.     Now,  don't  let's  get  angry. 

Valere.    Idiot ! 

Crispin.  Please  let  us  try  to  avoid  person- 
alities.   What  have  you  to  complain  of? 

Valere.  You  ask  me  that  ?  You  asked  for  leave 
of  absence  for  a  week,  and  I  have  seen  nothing  of 
you  for  the  past  month !  Is  that  the  way  for  a 
valet  to  behave? 

Crispin.  But,  ^lonsieur,  I  serve  you  when  you 
pay  me  my  wages.  It  seems  therefore  that  I  have 
as  good  reason  as  you  to  complain. 

Valere.    Where  have  you  been  ? 

Crispin.  Making  my  fortune.  I  was  in  Tour- 
aine,  with  a  friend  of  mine — on  a  little  trip. 

Valere.    What  trip  ? 

Crispin.  A  business  matter  my  friend  had  to  at- 
tend to. 

Valere.  Well,  you  come  back  in  the  nick  of 
time.  I  have  no  money,  and  you  must  surely  be 
able  to  lend  me  some  ? 

Crispin.  No,  Monsieur,  we  were  unlucky.  The 
fish  saw  the  bait,  but  it  refused  to  nibble. 

Valiere.  You  are  a  fine  fellow  indeed !  Listen 
to  me,  Crispin :  I  am  willing  to  forgive  you  for  the 
past,  as  I  have  great  need  of  you  now. 
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Crispin.     How  kind  and  forgiving  of  you! 

Valere.  I'm  in  the  devil  of  an  embarrassing 
situation ! 

Crispin.  Are  your  creditors  getting  impatient? 
Has  that  fat  tradesman  who  sold  you  thirty  pistoles' 
worth  of  goods  for  a  note  of  nine  hundred  francs 
sued  you  yet  ? 

Valere.    No. 

Crispin.  I  see.  That  generous  marquise  who 
paid  for  your  last  suit  of  clothes  has  perhaps  found 
out  that  you  and  I  were  in  partnership  with  the 
tailor  ? 

Valere.     No,  Crispin,  I  have  fallen  in  love. 

Crispin.    Ah  ha!    And  with  whom,  please? 

Valere.  With  Angelique,  the  only  daughter  of 
Monsieur  Oronte. 

Crispin.  I  know  her  by  sight.  She's  devilish 
good-looking.  If  I'm  not  mistaken,  her  father  is  a 
tradesman  who  lives  just  opposite  here?  And  he's 
very  rich,  is  he  not? 

Valere.  Yes,  and  he  has  three  large  houses  in 
the  best  sections  of  Paris. 

Crispin.    What  an  adorable  girl  she  is ! 

Valere.    He  has  plenty  of  ready  money,  too. 

Crispin.  I  know  how  your  passion  burns !  But 
how  about  the  lady  herself  ?  Does  she  know  you 
are  in  love  with  her  ? 

Valere.  For  the  past  week  I  have  been  allowed 
to  visit  the  house,  and  I  am  convinced  she  has  some 
liking  for  me.  But  yesterday,  Lisette,  her  maid, 
told  me  a  piece  of  news  that  casts  me  into  the  depths 
of  despair. 

Crispin.    And  what  did  Lisette  tell  you? 

Valere.  I  have  a  rival.  Monsieur  Oronte  has 
promised  her  hand  to  some  fellow  from  the  prov- 
inces. He  is  expected  here  any  day  to  marry  An- 
gelique. 

Crispin.    And  who  may  the  rival  be? 

Valere.    I  have  no  idea — ^yet.    Lisette  was  called 
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the  moment  she  told  me  what  I  have  just  related  to 
you,  and  I  was  forced  to  retire  without  learning  the 
name. 

Crispin.  So — and  the  three  houses  seem  rather 
— hm — hypothetical  ? 

Valere.  Now  run  and  find  Lisette  and  talk  the 
matter  over.    Then  we  shall  make  our  preparations. 

Crispin.    Leave  everything  in  my  hands. 

Valere.  I  shall  wait  at  my  house  for  you.  (He 
goes  out) 

Crispin.  I'm  tired  of  being  a  valet!  Crispin, 
It  is  high  time  you  v/ent  into  business  for  yourself ! 

(Enter  La  Branche.) 

La  Branche.    Crispin,  on  my  soul ! 

Crispin.  La  Branche,  on  my  honor ! — Delighted 
to  see  you.  (They  shake  hands)  Why,  I  haven't 
seen  you  for  so  long  that  I  thought  the  courts  had 
decreed  your  banishment. 

La  Branche.  I  have  had  many  a  narrow  escape 
since  I  last  saw  you,  my  friend ! 

Crispin.    Tell  me. 

La  Branche.  One  night  I  stopped  a  man  on  the 
street — a  foreigner;  I  wanted  to  ask  him  news  of 
his  country.  The  rascal  didn't  understand  a  word 
of  French,  and  thought  I  was  trying  to  rob  him. 
He  cried,  Stop  thief  !  And  I  was  arrested.  I  spent 
seven  weeks  in  the  Chatelet. 

Crispin.     Seven  v/eeks ! 

La  Branche.  I  should  have  stayed  much  longer 
had  it  not  been  for  a  charming  little  lady  who 
turned  every  thing  unside  down  to  get  me  liberated. 

Crispin.     Friends  are  invaluable  ! 

La  Branche.    That  scrape  set  me  thinking. 

Crispin.  I  should  imagine  so.  You  aren't  so 
curious  now  about  news  from  abroad,  are  you? 

La  Branche.  Heaven  help  me,  no !  I'm  now  in 
service  again.    Are  you  busy  as  usual,  Crispin? 


lo    CRISPIN,  RIVAL  OF  HIS  MASTER. 

Crispin.  No,  like  you  I  am  a  free-lance.  I've 
entered  service  again,  but  my  master  is  without  a 
sou  and  Vm  none  too  satisfied. 

La  Branche.  Nor  am  I.  I  live  at  Chartres,  and 
my  master  is  a  certain  Damis.  Nice  fellow — likes 
plenty  of  good  company,  gam.bling,  and  wine.  We 
have  wonderful  times  together.  He  keeps  me 
amused  and  out  of  mischief. 

Crispin.    What  an  innocent  life  you  lead ! 

La  Branche.    Yes,  don't  you  agree? 

Crispin.  Indeed  I  do!  Tell  me,  La  Branche, 
what  are  you  doing  in  Paris?  Where  are  you  going 
now? 

La  Branche.  (Pointing  to  the  house  of  Mon- 
sieur Oronte)     To  that  house. 

Crispin.    To  Monsieur  Oronte's  house? 

La  Branche.  Llis  daughter  is  going  to  marry 
Damis. 

Crispin.    Angelique — and  your  master? 

La  Branche.  Monsieur  Orgon,  Damis's  father, 
came  to  Paris  two  weeks  ago — I  was  with  him. 
We  went  to  see  Monsieur  Oronte,  who  is  an  old 
friend,  and  they  arranged  this  marriage. 

Crispin.    Is  it  settled? 

La  Branche.  Yes,  the  contract  has  been  signed 
by  the  two  fathers  and  by  Madame  Oronte.  The 
dov/ry,  which  is  fixed  at  twenty  thousand  crowns — 
cash  down — is  all  ready.  They  are  now  waiting 
only  for  Damis's  arrival. 

Crispin.  In  that  event,  my  master  must  seek 
elsewhere  for  his  fortune. 

La  Branche.    Your  master? 

Crispin.  He  is  in  love  with  Angelique ;  but  since 
Damis 

La  Branche.  Damis  will  never  marry  Angeli- 
que ;  there  is  a  minor  detail 

Crispin.    What  is  it? 

La  Branche.  While  his  father  was  marrying 
him  here,  he  married  himself  at  Chartres. 
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Crispin.    How  is  that? 

La  Branche.  He  was  in  love  with  a  young  lady 
of  good  birth  and  education,  and  he  married  her. 

Crispin.    That's  different. 

La  Branche.  I  have  come  here  to  take  back  the 
word  of  Monsieur  Orgon. 

Crispin.    Have  you  come  to  do  that? 

La  Branche.  That's  my  reason.  {He  is  about 
to  go  out  when  Crispin  detains  him) 

Crispin.  One  moment.  La  Branche.  I  have  an 
idea.  Tell  me  now,  does  your  master  know  Mon- 
sieur Oronte  ? 

La  Branche.    He  has  never  seen  him. 

Crispin.  I  have  a  scheme,  then,  if  you  care  to 
help  me — But,  I  imagine  that  after  your  adventure 
in  jail,  you  haven't  the  courage? 

La  Branche.  No,  no,  tell  me.  A  good  sailor  is 
never  afraid  of  the  sea,  no  matter  how  many  times 
he  has  been  wrecked.  Tell  me,  what  is  your  idea? 
Would  you  like  to  pass  your  master  off  as  Damis, 
and  have  him  marry ? 

Crispin.  My  master?  Nonsense!  I  have  some- 
one else  in  mind — far  better  suited  to  the  girl. 

La  Branche.    Who? 

Crispin.    Myself. 

La  Branche.  The  devil !  You're  right,  though ; 
the  idea  is  an  inspiration. 

Crispin.  I'm  as  much  in  love  with  her  as  my 
master  is. 

La  Branche.    Good ! 

Crispin.    I  shall  take  the  name  of  Damis. 

La  Branche.    Splendid ! 

Crispin.    And  marry  Angelique. 

La  Branche.    You  have  my  consent. 

Crispin.    And  the  dowry  shall  be  mine. 

La  Branche.    Magnificent ! 

Crispin.  And  I  shall  disappear  before  any 
questions  are  asked. 
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La  Branche.  Explain  that  a  little  more  care- 
fully. 

Crispin.    Why  ? 

La  Branche.  You  talk  of  disappearing  with  the 
dowry,  and  I  heard  no  mention  of  myself.  Will 
you  please  make  the  necessary  corrections? 

Crispin.    We  shall  disappear  together. 

La  Branche.  On  those  conditions,  I  am  with 
you.  The  scheme  is  rather  bold,  I  will  say,  but  I 
feel  my  courage  rising :  I  am  ready  for  affairs  on  a 
grand  scale.     Where  shall  we  hide  the  dowry? 

Crispin.     Far  away  in  the  country  somewhere? 

La  Branche.  I  prefer  it  to  be  outside  of  France. 
What  do  you  say  ? 

Crispin.  We'll  see.  Now  tell  me  something 
about  Monsieur  Oronte. 

La  Branche.    He's  a  simple  old  tradesman. 

Crispin.    And  Madame  Oronte? 

La  Branche.  Somewhere  between  twenty-five 
and  sixty.  Very  much  in  love  with  herself,  and  so 
fickle  that  she  agrees  and  disagrees  at  the  same 
moment. 

Crispin.  That's  enough.  Now  we  must  have 
some  clothes 

La  Branche.  You  may  use  my  master's. 
(Looking  at  Crispin)     Yes,  they  will  fit  you. 

Crispin.    He  has  a  good  figure ! 

La  Branche.  Sh!  Someone  is  coming  out  of 
Monsieur's  Oronte's  house!  Let's  go  to  the  inn  for 
further  deliberation. 

Crispin.  I  must  first  go  to  my  master.  I  shall 
get  him  to  keep  away  from  Monsieur  Oronte's 
house  for  a  few  days.  I'll  soon  be  with  you.  (He 
goes  out  one  side,  La  Branche  the  other) 

(Enter  Angelique  from  her  house,  follozved  by 
Lisette.  ) 

Angelique.     Yes,  Lisette,  ever  since  Valere  let 


CRISPIN,  RIVAL  OF  HIS  MASTER.     13 

me  see  he  loved  me,  I  have  been  eating  my  heart 
out.  I  know  if  I  marry  Damis  I  shall  never  spend 
a  happy  day. 

LiSETTE.     Valere  is  indeed  dangerous ! 

Angelioue.  I  am  so  unhappy !  What  can  I  do? 
Tell  me,  Lisette?    Tell  me,  I  beg  you. 

LiSETTE.  I  can  only  advise  you  to  do  one  of  two 
things :  either  forget  Valere,  or  rebel  against  your 
father's  authority.  You  love  far  too  deeply  to 
follow  the  first,  and  I  hardly  dare  advise  you  to 
follow  the  other.     It's  very  embarrassing. 

Angelioue.    Lisette,  what  can  I  do? 

Lisette.  One  moment ;  possibly  I  can  reconcile 
your  love  and  my  conscience.  •  Let  us  find  your 
mother. 

Angelique.    What  can  v/e  say  to  her  ? 

Lisette.  Tell  her  the  whole  truth.  She  likes 
flattery  and  affection :  let  us  therefore  be  flattering 
and  affectionate.  She  has  your  best  interests  at 
heart,  and  perhaps  she  will  induce  Monsieur  Oronte 
to  take  back  his  word  ? 

Angelique.  You  are  right,  Lisette,  but  I  am 
afraid — (She  hesitates) 

Lisette.    Yes  ? 

Angelique.  You  know  my  mother — she  is  so 
uncertain ! 

Lisette.  Yes,  she  inclines  to  agree  with  the  per- 
son who  last  spoke  to  her.  Never  mind,  let  us  con- 
fide in  her.  {Seeing  Madame  Oronte  coming  in 
their  direction)  Here  she  is.  Hide  for  the  time 
being;  when   I  want  you   I   shall  signal   for  you. 

(Angelique  retires  to  the  back  of  the  stage.    Enter 
Madame  Oronte.) 

Lisette.  My  dear  Madame  Oronte !  I  was  just 
saying  that  you  were  one  of  the  most  kindly  and 
amiable  women  in  Paris ! 

Madame  Oronte.     Ah,  you  flatter  me,  Lisette! 
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LiSETTE.  Ah,  IMadame !  A  sharp-witted  woman 
like  yourself  cannot  think  that  I  would  flatter  you? 

Madame  Oronte.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Lisette, 
I  am  not  like  other  woman.  I  am  always  guided  by 
reason  in  whatever  I  do. 

Lisette.    I  am  fully  aware  of  that. 

Madame  Oronte.    I  am  not  at  all  capricious. 

Lisette.  You  are  also  the  best  mother  in  the 
world.  I  would  wager  that  if  you  were  to  learn 
that  your  daughter  had  the  slightest  repugnance  for 
Damis  you  would  not  allow  her  to  marry  him. 

Madame  Oronte.  I  should  not  think  of  it !  My 
dear  child !  But  tell  me,  Lisette,  has  she  any  aver- 
sion to  him  ? 

Lisette.    Well 

Madame  Oronte.  You  must  hide  nothing  from 
me! 

Lisette.  Since  you  insist,  Madame,  I  will  say 
that  she  is  ill  at  the  idea  of  this  union. 

Madame  Oronte.  Perhaps  she  is  already  in 
love? 

Lisette.  That  is  to  be  expected,  Madame. 
When  a  young  girl  despises  the  man  her  parents 
have  chosen  for  her,  it  means  that  she  is  already  in 
love.  For  instance,  you  told  me  that  the  first  time 
Monsieur  Oronte  was  thought  of  as  a  husband  for 
you,  you  were  in  love  with  an  officer  who  died  at  the 
Siege  of  Candy. 

Madame  Oronte.  That's  so,  and  if  the  poor  boy 
had  lived  I  should  never  have  married  Monsieur 
Oronte. 

Lisette.  Well,  Mademoiselle  is  in  the  same  posi- 
tion as  you — before  the  Siege  of  Candy. 

Madame  Oronte.  And  who  is  the  fortunate 
man? 

Lisette.  The  young  man  who  has  been  here  so 
often  recently. 

Madame  Oronte.    What?    Valere? 

Lisette.    Yes. 
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Madame  Oronte.  Now  I  remember.  How  he 
looked  at  Angelique  and  me  yesterday !  But  are 
you  positive,  Lisette  ?  Is  he  in  love  with  my  daugh- 
ter, and  not 

Lisette.  (Beckoning  to  Angelique)  Yes, 
Madame.  He  told  me  so  himself,  and  asked  me  to 
come  on  his  behalf  and  find  out  whether  he  might 
ask  for  Mademoiselle's  hand  in  person. 

Angelique.  (Coming  down  to  Lisette  and  her 
mother)  I  beg  your  pardon,  Madame,  if  you  do 
not  approve  of  my  sentiments,  but  you  know 

Madame  Oronte.  You  know  I  am  a  good 
mother  to  you,  and  while  a  daughter  should  never 
show  any  signs  of  her  feelings  in  the  presence  of 
her  parents,  I  sympathize  with  you.  Yes,  I  ap- 
prove of  Valere. 

Angelique.  I  can't  tell  vou  how  I  appreciate 
this ! 

Lisette.  (To  Madame  Oronte)  Now,  you 
know,  Madame,  that  Monsieur  Oronte  is  accus- 
tomed to  have  his  own  ideas  about  things,  and  if 
you  fail  to  insist 

Madame  Oronte.  Have  no  fear  about  that;  I 
take  the  lovers  under  my  protection.  I  promise 
that  she  shall  marry  no  one  else  but  Valere. 
(Catching  sight  of  her  husband)  Here  comes 
Monsieur  Oronte.    Just  see  how  firm  I  can  be ! 

(Enter  Monsieur  Oronte.) 

Madame  Oronte.  (To  her  husband)  I  am 
glad  to  see  you.  Monsieur ;  you  are  just  in  time.  I 
want  to  say  that  I  don't  agree  to  the  marriage. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Might  I  know,  Madame, 
your  reasons  ?    Why  have  you  changed  your  mind  ? 

Madame  Oronte.  I  have  someone  else  in  mind 
for  Angelique — a  more  advantageous  match.  Of 
course,  he  is  not  so  rich  as  Damis,  but  he  is  a  born 
gentleman.  He  makes  up  in  nobility  what  he  lacks 
in  wealth. 
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LiSETTE.     (Aside)     Good! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  (To  his  wife)  I  like 
Valere,  and  in  spite  of  his  poverty,  I  should  will- 
ingly allow  him  to  marry  Angelique,  but  it  is  out  of 
the  question. 

Madame  Oronte.     How  is  that,  may  I  ask? 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Do  you  expect  me  to  break 
my  word  with  Monsieur  Orgon,  an  old  friend  of 
the  family? 

Madame  Oronte.    Well 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Why  offer  him  that  insult  ? 
Think  of  it,  the  contract  is  signed,  every  prepara- 
tion made,  and  we  are  only  waiting  for  Damis.  We 
have  gone  too  far  to  retract. 

Madame  Oronte.  Of  course,  I  had  not  thought 
of  that. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  are  too  reasonable,  my 
dear,  to  oppose  this  marriage ! 

Madame  Oronte.    But  I  am  not  opposing  it ! 

LisETTE.  (Aside)  Good  Heavens!  Is  she  a 
woman  ?    She  doesn't  even  contradict ! 

Madame  Oronte.  You  see,  Lisette,  I  did  what 
I  could  for  Valere. 

Lisette.  Really?  You  are  a  marvelous  pro- 
tector ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  (Seeing  La  Branche) 
There  is  Damis's  valet. 

(Enter  La  Branche.) 

La  Branche.  Yotir  very  humble  servant. 
Monsieur — Madame.  (To  Angelique)  Ma- 
demoiselle Angelique!     (To  Lisette)     Lisette. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Well,  La  Branche,  what 
news  ? 

La  Branche.  Monsieur  Damis  has  just  arrived 
from  Chartres.     He  is  following  me. 

Angelique.    Oh,  great  Heavens  ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.     (To  La  Branche)     I  was 
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looking  for  him.  But  tell  me,  why  did  he  not  come 
straight  to  me?  Why  this  ceremony  with  his 
father-in-law  to-be? 

La  Branche.  Oh,  Monsieur,  he  has  no  wash  to 
appear  at  all  familiar.  He  has  the  best  manners  of 
any  man  in  France. 

Madame  Oronte.    Is  he  polite? 

La  Branche.  And  so  virtuous.  Madame!  Be- 
yond words^r^Ionsieur  Oronte.  Is  not  Monsieur 
Orgon  with  him  t 

La  Branche.  No,  Monsieur.  A  painful  attack 
of  gout  prevented  his  setting  foot  out  of  the  house. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Poor  man ! 

La  Branche.  The  attack  came  on  on  the  eve  of 
departure.  Plere  is  a  letter  from  him.  {He  takes 
a  letter  from  his  pocket  and  gives  it  to  Orgon) 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {Reading  the  address) 
"  To  Monsieur  Craquet,  I)octor,  in  the  Rue  du 
Sepulcre " 

La  Branche.  {Taking  hack  the  letter)  That's 
not  the  one.  Monsieur ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.      {Laughing)     Ha,  ha,  ha! 

La  Branche.  {Pulling  forth  several  letters 
from  his  pocket,  and  reading  the  addresses)  I  have 
a  great  many  letters  here — Let  me  see — no,  not 
that !  Hm  !  Nor  this  one  !— Ah — "  To  Monsieur 
Oronte."  Here  it  is.  {He  hands  the  letter  to 
Monsieur  Oronte)  Llis  hand  was  trembHng  so 
that  you  v,m11  scarcely  recognize  the  handwriting! 

Monsieur  Oronte.    No,  I  can't. 

La  Branche.  Gout  is  a  fearful  disease!  Hea- 
ven preserve  you  from  it.  Monsieur,  and  you,  Ma- 
dame, and  Mademoiselle  Angelique — and  Lisette ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {Reading  the  letter)  "  I 
had  fully  intended  to  go  with  Damis,  but  I  was  pre- 
vented by  an  attack  of  gout.  Still,  as  my  presence 
in  Paris  is  not  imperative,  and,  not  wishing  to  re- 
tard the  marriage,  I  send  you  my  son  alone.  Be  a 
father  to  him.     I  leave  everything  in  your  hands. 
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Your  affectionate  and  humble  servant,  Orgon." 
(With  a  sigh)  How  I  pity  him!  {Catching  sight 
of  Crispin,  zuho  wears  Damis's  clothes)  Who  is 
this  young  man  ?    Is  that  Damis  ? 

La  Branche.  No  other.  {To  Madame 
Oronte)  What  do  you  say,  Madame?  Is  he  not 
attractive  ? 

AIadame  Oronte.    He's  not  homely,  at  least ! 

{Enter  Crispin.) 

Crispin.     {To  La  Branche)     La  Branche! 

La  Branche.    Monsieur? 

Crispin.  {Pointing  to  Monsieur  Oronte)  Is 
this  my  honored  father-in-law.  Monsieur  Oronte? 

La  Branche.    It  is. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {As  he  embraces  Crispin) 
Welcome,  my  dear  son-in-law. 

Crispin.  I  am  truly  happy  to  be  able  to  stand  in 
your  presence  and  express  to  you  my  deepest  grati- 
tude. {Looking  toward  Madame  Oronte)  This, 
no  doubt,  is  the  charming  Mademoiselle  Angelique? 

Monseeur  Oronte.  No,  that  is  my  wife. 
{Pointing  to  Angelique)  Here  is  my  daughter 
Angelique 

Crispin.  What  a  handsome  and  distinguished- 
looking  faniily !  Could  I  but  marry  mother  and 
daughter ! 

Madame  Oronte.  How  gallant !  {Aside  to 
Lisette)    He  is  clever,  Lisette  ! 

Crispin.  {To  Madame  Oronte)  My  father 
w^as  right  when  he  said  that  Madame  Oronte's 
beauty  was  beyond  description. 

IVIadame  Oronte.    Dear  me! 

Crispin.  How  I  wish,  he  said,  that  she  were  a 
widow,  and  I  might  marry  her ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {Laughing)  I  am  deeply 
obliged ! 

Madame   Oronte.      {To   Crispin)      I  think  a 
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great  deal  of  yotir  father.  I  am  heart-broken  that 
he  was  unable  to  come  with  you. 

Crispin.  How  heart-broken  he  was,  not  to  be 
present  for  the  ceremony !  He  was  looking  for- 
ward with  the  keenest  of  pleasure  to  dancing  with 
Madame  Oronte ! 

La  Branche.  {To  Monsieur  Oronte)  And 
he  asks  you  to  hasten  the  ceremony,  for  he  is  im- 
patient to  have  his  daughter-in-law  with  him. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Everything  is  prepared,  and 
w^e  have  only  to  pay  the  dowry  and  get  the  priest. 

Crispin.  {To  Monsieur  Oronte)  Will  you 
allow  me  a  word  with  my  valet  ?  {To 'La  Branche) 
Go  to  the  Marquis' — {Aside  to  La  Branche) 
Get  ready  the  coach  and  horses  for  to-night — un- 
derstand?—  {Aloud)  And  convey  to  him  my  very 
best  compliments. 

La  Branche.     {As  he  leaves)     I  fly ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  Crispin)  Tell  me 
something,  I  pray,  about  your  father.  How  is  his 
law-suit  proceeding  ? 

Crispin.     {Embarrassed)     La  Branche! 

Monsieur  Oronte.    What  is  the  trouble  ? 

Crispin.  I  forgot  to  tell  something  to  La 
Branche. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  He  will  return  shortly. 
Now,  the  law-suit  ?    Is  it  over  yet  ? 

Crispin.    Thank  Heaven,  it  is. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Did  you  win? 

Crispin.    Yes — and  without  costs. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    I  am  delighted  to  hear  it. 

Madame  Oronte.     Heaven  be  praised ! 

Crispin.  It  was  a  very  troublesome  affair  for 
him.  He  would  rather  have  lost  all  his  fortune 
than  be  put  in  the  wrong  about  it. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  It  must  have  cost  a  great 
deal? 

Crispin.  It  assuredly  did,  but  Justice  is  a  sub- 
lime institution,  and  one  cannot  pay  too  dear  for  it. 
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Monsieur  Oronte.  Right!  But  it  must  have 
been  very  painful  all  the  same. 

Crispin.  Yes,  his  opponent  was  the  greatest 
rascal  imaginable.    A  man  who 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Man?  I  thought  it  was  a 
woman  ? 

Crispin.  Yes,  but  her  affairs  were  in  the  hands 
of  a  scamp  of  a  Norman ;  he  was  her  counsel.  But 
you  know,  I  dislike  speaking  of  these  disagreeable 
things.    Let  us  discuss  the  wedding. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Then  come  with  us  into  the 
house.    We  can  then  see  about  the  preparations. 

Crispin.  {To  Madame  Oronte,  offering  his 
arm)     Madame. 

Madame  Oronte.  (To  her  daughter)  You  are 
very  much  to  be  envied,  my  dear.  Damis  is  delight- 
ful. 

(Monsieur  and   Madame  Oronte  go  into   their 
house,  accompanied  by  Crispin.) 

Angelioue.     What  is  to  become  of  me? 

LiSETTE.  You  will  become  the  wife  of  Mon- 
sieur Damis. 

Angelique.  (Weeping)  Ah,  Lisette,  you  know 
how  I  feel.    Can't  you  sympathize  ? 

Lisette.     (Weeping  likezvise)     Poor  dear! 

Angelique.    You  won't  leave  me? 

Lisette.     My  heart  is  breaking! 

Angelique.    Dear  Lisette ! 

Lisette.  Say  no  more.  I'm  so  sorry  that  I'm 
afraid  I  might  give  you  wicked  advice,  which  you 
are  sure  to  follow. 

(Enter  Valere.) 

Valere.  (At  first  not  seeing  Angelique) 
Why  did  Crispin  ask  me  not  to  come  here  for 
several  days?  I  fear  he  is  up  to  some  trick.  This 
doubt  is  getting  on  my  nerves. 
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LiSETTE.  {To  Angelique,  as  she  sees  Valere) 
Here  is  Valere ! 

Valere.  (Aside,  as  he  catches  sight  of  An- 
gelique)  It's  she!  {To  Angelique)  My  dear 
Angelique,  tell  me,  what  hope  is  there?  An- 
gelique and  Lisette  zvipe  their  eyes)  You  are 
weeping  ? 

Lisette.    Yes,  Monsieur,  your  rival  is  here. 

Valere.    What? 

Lisette.  He  is  to  marry  Angelique  this  very 
evening. 

Valere.     Merciful  Heaven! 

Lisette.     Alas ! 

Valere.  But  tell  me,  Lisette,  who  is  the  happy 
rival  ? 

Lisette.    His  name  is  Damis. 

Valere.    Damis  ? 

Lisette.    He  comes  from  Chartres. 

Valere.  The  only  Damis  I  know  in  that  district 
is  the  son  of  a  Monsieur  Orgon. 

Lisette.    He  is  the  one. 

Valere.  If  he  is  the  only  one  to  fear,  I  am  re- 
assured. 

Angelique.    How  is  that? 

Valere.  Damis  was  married  at  Chartres  a  week 
ago. 

Lisette.     Miraculous ! 

x\ngelique.  {To  Valere)  You  are  surely  jok- 
ing ?    Damis  is  here,  ready  to  marry  me. 

Lisette.  {To  Valere)  He  is  now  in  the  house 
with  Monsieur  and  Madame  Oronte. 

Valere.  But  Damis  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  he 
wrote  me  a  week  ago.  I  have  the  letter  at  my 
house. 

Angelique.    What  does  he  say? 

Valere.  That  he  was  secretly  married  at 
Chartres — the  girl  is  of  noble  birth. 

Lisette.    Married  secretly?    We  must  look  into 
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this.  Quick,  go  and  get  the  letter,  and  lose  no  time 
about  it. 

Valere.  I  shall  return  in  a  moment,  {lie  goes 
out) 

LiSETTE.  This  will  at  least  delay  the  wedding. 
(As  Monsieur  Oronte  enters  from  his  house  and 
sees  Valere  in  the  distance,  she  continues)  There 
is  Monsieur  Oronte.  I'll  tell  him  the  news,  while 
you  go  to  your  mother. 

(Angelique  goes  into  her  house.) 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Valere  has  just  been  here, 
Lisette. 

Lisette.  Yes,  Monsieur,  and  he  has  informed 
me  that  Damis  is  married  already :  a  woman  of 
quality  at  Chartres. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  But  how  can  that  be, 
Lisette  ? 

Lisette,  Damis  himself  wrote  the  news  to 
Valere. 

Monsieur  Oronte.     Ridiculous!     Impossible! 

Lisette.  No,  Monsieur,  I  assure  you;  Valere 
has  gone  to  get  the  letter,  which  he  will  read  to  you. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    I  can't  believe  it ! 

Lisette.  Aren't  young  people  nowadays  capable 
of  doing  anything? 

Monsieur  Oronte.  It  is  true,  they  aren't  what 
they  were  in  my  day ! 

Lisette.  How  do  we  know  that  Damis  is  not  one 
of  those  scoundrels  who  run  after  dowries.  But  if 
he  is  already  married,  this  wedding  will  certainly 
get  you  into  trouble. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  We  must  of  course  look 
into  this. 

Lisette.  Look  into  it?  I  should  think  so!  It 
is  your  duty  to  do  so ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  are  right — (Catching 
sight  of  La  Branche,  who  enters  at  the  back) 
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There  is  his  valet.  Go  in,  Lisette,  and  leave  me 
alone  with  him. 

Lisette.  (Aside,  as  she  goes  into  the  house) 
Good ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Come  here,  La  Branche. 
You  look  like  an  honest  man. 

La  Branche.    Oh,  Monsieur,  I  try  my  best ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Listen 
to  me :  your  master  seems  to  me  a  rather  un- 
scrupulous fellow. 

La  Branche.  Ah,  Monsieur,  he  is  exceedingly 
popular.  Monsieur  Orgon  assures  you  that  in 
marrying  him  off  he  is  assuring  some  thirty  women 
of  their  peace  of  mind. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Hm !  I  hear  he  has  married 
a  woman  of  rank? 

La  Branche.    What's  that? 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  must  tell  me  the  truth, 
young  man.  I  know  that  Damis  is  married — he 
wedded  a  lady  of  quality  a  week  ago  at  Chartres. 

La  Branche.     (Aside)     Ouf! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  see,  I  know  the  facts. 
You  are  a  rascal ! 

La  Branche.    I,  Monsieur? 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Yes,  you.  I'm  going  to 
punish  you  as  an  accomplice. 

La  Branche.  I  declare  I  don't  understand  a 
word  of  what  you  say ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Do  you  still  make  believe 
3^ou  don't  know?  If  you  don't  confess  everything 
this  instant,  I'll  put  you  into  the  hands  of  the  law. 

La  Branche.  Do  what  you  please,  Monsieur,  I 
have  nothing  to  confess. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  won't  speak?  (Call- 
ing)    Hello,  there!     Officer! 

La  Branche.  One  moment.  Monsieur,  don't 
make  so  much  noise,  I  pray  you.  Let  us  discuss  the 
question  in  an  orderly  and  reasonable  way.  You 
say  that  my  master  was  married ? 
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Monsieur  Oronte.  He  wrote  that  to  one  of  his 
friends,  a  certain  Valere. 

La  Branche.    Valere  ?    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  What  is  the  meaning  of 
this  ? 

La  Branche.     (Laughing)     That's  good! 

Monsieur  Oronte.    I  fail  to  see  the  point. 

La  Branche.  Let  me  tell  you.  To  begin  with, 
Valere  is  in  love  with  your  daughter. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    I  know  that. 

La  Branche.  Lisette  is  in  sympathy  with  her 
love,  and  has  doubtless  devised  this  plan  to  pre- 
vent your  daughter's  marriage  with  my  master. 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Hm — well ? 

La  Branche.  Seeing  my  master  arrive,  they 
have  simply  circulated  the  report  that  he  was  al- 
ready  married.     Valere  produces   the   false   letter 

Monsieur  Oronte.  (In  an  undertone)  Per- 
haps  

La  Branche.  Meantime  Lisette  and  your 
daughter  scheme  a  little,  and  behold  Valere  as  your 
son-in-law ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  That  doesn't  sound  so  un- 
reasonable ! 

La  Branche.  I  know  how  wise  you  are.  Mon- 
sieur, in  these  affairs ;  you  won't  allow  yourself  to 
be  deceived. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Indeed  I  shan't.  Valere  is 
a  rascal.  Why,  I  doubt  whether  he  even  knows 
Damis ! 

La  Branche.  I  doubt  it,  too!  Ah,  Monsieur, 
nothing  escapes  you ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  True!  (Seeing  Crispin, 
who  has  entered)  There  is  your  master. — Ha,  ha, 
ha !    He  married  !    The  idea  !    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

La  Branche.    Pla,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

(Enter  Crispin.) 
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Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  Crispin,  as  he  laughs) 
Think  what  they  have  been  saying  of  you  1  You — 
you  are  already  married  !  Ha,  ha !  Married  secretly 
at  Chartres  !    Ha,  ha  ! 

La  Branche.  {Making  signs  to  Crispin)  Ha, 
ha,  ha ! 

Crispin.    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !    What  a  capital  joke ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Think  of  it! 

Crispin.  I  wonder  who  could  have  circulated  so 
ridiculous  a  story  ? 

La  Branche.  Monsieur  says  it  was  a  certain 
Valere. 

Crispin.    Valere?    Who  is  Valere? 

La  Branche.  {To  Monsieur  Oronte)  You 
see.  Monsieur?  He  doesn't  know  him!  {To 
Crispin)  You  remember — I  told  him  he  was  your 
rival  ? 

Crispin.    Ah,  now  I  remember. 

La  Branche.     A  clever  dog! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  Crispin)  Damis,  I 
have  an  offer  to  make  you.  How  would  you  like  to 
take  my  house  in  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain 
instead  of  the  twenty  thousand  crowns'  dowry? 
It  cost  me  eighty  thousand  to  build. 

Crispin.  Of  course — well — ready  money  is 
more  convenient,  is  it  not? 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Yes — it  is. 

Crispin.  You  see,  I  want  to  buy  some  attractive 
property  in  the  neighborhood  of  Chartres. 

La  Branche.  {To  Monsieur  Oronte)  You 
should  see  it.  Monsieur.    It  is  superb ! 

Crispin.  {To  Monsieur  Oronte)  It  costs  only 
twenty-five  thousand  crowns,  and  is  worth  at  least 
sixty. 

La  Branche.    At  least,  Monsieur. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Well,  you  can't  allow  an 
excellent  opportunity  like  that  to  slip  through  your 
fingers.    I  have  fifty  thousand  in  reserve  with  which 
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I  was  going  to  buy  a  chateau,  but  I  shall  be  glad  to 
let  you  have  half  that  amount. 

Crispin.  (Embracing  Monsieur  Oronte)  How 
good  you  are,  Monsieur !  I  shall  never  forget  this ! 
Ah,  I^am 

La  Branche.  Monsieur  is  the  prince  of  fathers- 
in-law. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  I  shall  now  get  the  money 
for  you.    But  I  must  consult  my  wife  first. 

Crispin.  Valere's  creditors  will  all  hang  them- 
selves ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Let  them !  I  insist  on  your 
marrying  my  daughter  in  an  hour's  time. 

Crispin.    Splendid ! 

La  Branche.  What  a  blow  to  Valere !  Ha,  ha, 
ha! 

(Monsieur  Oronte  goes  into  his  house.) 

Crispin.  Valere  must  have  seen  Angelique.  He 
knows  Damis,  too. 

La  Branche.  He  does — intimately.  Thanks  to 
me,  however,  Monsieur  Oronte  thinks  that  Valere  is 
playing  a  trick  on  him.  We  must  get  the  dowry  at 
once  and  then  make  away  with  it. 

Crispin.     (Seeing  Valere)     The  devil ! 

La  Branche.    The  devil! 

(Enter  Valere  at  the  back,  with  a  letter  in  his 
hand. ) 

Valere.  (Seeing  Crispin,  but  not  recognizing 
him)  Is  that  Damis?  (Approaches  Crispin  and 
recognizes  him)    You ? ! 

Crispin.  I.  What  the  devil  are  you  doing  here? 
Did  I  not  tell  you  to  keep  away?  Now  you  will 
spoil  all  I  have  been  doing  for  you. 

Valere.  There  is  no  use  now,  Crispin.  I  know 
who  my  rival  is ;  it  is  Damis.  But  there  is  nothing 
to  fear,  as  he  is  already  married. 
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Crispin.  Is  Damis  married?  (Pointing  to  La 
Branche)  But  here  is  his  valet;  he  will  tell  you 
the  truth. 

Valere.  Then  has  Damis  lied?  Why  did  he 
write  this  letter?  (He  unfolds  the  letter  and 
reads)  "  Chartres.  This  is  to  inform  you  that  I 
am  married.  The  ceremony  was  secretly  performed. 
I  am  coming  to  Paris  very  shortly  and  shall  at  that 
time  give  you  further  details.    Damis." 

La  Branche.  Now  I  see  it,  Monsieur.  At  the 
time  that  letter  was  written  my  master  was  thinking 
of  this  marriage,  but  as  a  matter  of  fact,  it  did  not 
take  place. 

Valere.    So  he  is  not  married  after  all? 

Crispin.     No  indeed! 

Valere.  My  dear  friends,  then  help  me !  Tell 
me,  Crispin,  what  have  you  been  planning?  Why 
are  you  disguised? 

Crispin.  Your  rival  has  not  yet  appeared  in 
Paris,  but  he  will  be  here  in  a  day  or  two.  Mean- 
time I  intend  to  dissuade  Monsieur  Oronte  from  the 
union. 

Valere.     How  ? 

Crispin.  By  passing  myself  off  for  Damis.  I 
make  myself  appear  extravagant,  foolish,  and  I 
hope  before  long  to  make  the  entire  family  heartily 
sick  of  me.  You  know  how  Madame  Oronte  loves 
flattery?  Well,  I  tell  her  things  in  a  most  blunt 
manner.  I  intend  to  be  chased  away  by  the  old 
man,  after  inducing  him  to  give  his  daughter  to  you. 

Valere.    And  where  does  Lisette  come  in  ? 

Crispin.     She  is  with  us. 

Valere.  Crispin,  I  shall  be  eternally  grateful  to 
you  for  this.  And  to  you,  too.  La  Branche.  Now  I 
must  go.    My  fate  is  in  your  hands. 

Crispin.  Hurry,  though!  (Valere  goes  out) 
Ah,  I  can  breathe  freely  now. 

La  Branche.  That  was  a  narrow  escape.  I  was 
afraid  Oronte  might  come  any  moment. 
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Crispin.  I,  too.  Now  for  success  I  Have  you 
ordered  the  horses  for  to-night? 

La  Branche.     (Looking  into  the  distance)    Yes. 

Crispin.  Good.  I  think  we  should  drive  straight 
for  Flanders. 

La  Branche.  (Nervously,  as  he  still  strains  his 
eyes)     Flanders  ?    Yes,  that's  the  best  road. 

Crispin,    What  the  deuce  are  you  looking  at? 

La  Branche.    I — think — it's  he  I 

Crispin.    Who? 

La  Branche.     It's  Orgon  ! 

Crispin.    Damis's  father? 

La  Branche.    The  same. 

Crispin.    Curse  his  impudence ! 

La  Branche.  Everything  seems  to  conspire  to 
keep  the  dowry  from  us ! 

Crispin.     He's  coming  this  way!     Oh,  Lord! 

La  Branche.  We  must  stop  him.  Go  to  the  inn 
and  wait  for  me.     (Crispin  goes  out) 

(Enter  Monsieur  Orgon.) 

Monsieur  Orgon.  (Not  seeing  La  Branche) 
I  wonder  what  Madame  Oronte  will  say? 

La  Branche.  (Approaching  him  and  bozving) 
Your  most  humble  servant.  Monsieur  Orgon, 

Monsieur  Orgon.    Ah,  La  Branche. 

La  Branche.    We  had  no  idea  you  were  coming ! 

Monsieur  Orgon.  I  left  Chartrcs  shortly  after 
you,  because  I  thought  it  wiser  to  speak  to  Monsieur 
Oronte  myself. 

La  Branche.  Most  honorable  of  you,  I  am  sure. 
You  are  looking  for  Madame  Oronte,  are  you  not  ? 

]Monsieur  Orgon.     I  am. 

La  Branche.  Then  thank  Providence  for  send- 
ing me  in  your  way. 

Monsieur  Orgon.    Have  you  already  seen  her? 

La  Branche.  I  have — I  saw  the  whole  family. 
]\Iadame  is  furious  with  you. 
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Monsieur  Orgon.    With  me? 

La  Branche.  Yes.  "What!"  she  said,  "does 
Monsieur  Orgon  take  back  his  pledged  word  ?  Who 
would  have  believed  it  ?  " 

Monsieur  Orgon.    Indeed ! 

La  Branche.  I  could  not  make  her  listen  to 
reason.  She  was  actually  out  of  her  mind  with 
rage. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  But  what  about  Monsieur 
O  route  ? 

La  Branche.  He  was  not  so  violent.  He  only 
struck  me  twice. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  I  am  astonished.  La  Branche. 
Did  you  not  explain  everything  ? 

La  Branche.  Everything.  But  if  you  take  my 
advice.  Monsieur,  you  will  return  at  once  to 
Chartres. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  (Taking  a  step  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Monsieur  Orgon's  house)  No,  La 
Branche,  I  must  see  them,  and  make  clear 

La  Branche.  (Detaining  him)  Don't  enter 
that  house.  Monsieur;  I  really  cannot  allow  you  to 
risk  your  life. 

Monsieur  Orgon.    You  may  be  right. 

La  Branche.  Wait  at  least  until  to-morrow. 
They  may  be  in  a  more  tractable  mood. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  You  are  right.  Well,  I'll 
follow  your  advice. 

La  Branche.    Do  as  you  please ;  you  are  master. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  No,  no,  I'll  see  them  to- 
morrow. 

La  Branche.    I  shall  be  with  you  soon.  Monsieur. 

(Monsieur  Orgon  goes  out.) 

La  Branche.  Now  for  Crispin.  But — I  don't 
see  why  I  should  divide  that  dowry  with  him  ?  But 
how  can  I  get  away  from  Crispin?  ^He  and 
Angelique  must  not  leave  Paris  to-night — mean- 
time I  can  make  off  with  the  monev. 
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(Enter    Monsieur    Oronte    and    Lisette.      La 
Bran  CHE  leaves.) 

Lisette.  I  repeat,  Monsieur,  Valere  is  a  man  of 
honor,  and  you  ought  to 

Monsieur  Oronte.  I  know  you  are  intriguing 
for  Valere,  and  I  regret  that  you  have  thought  of 
nothing  better  than  that  story  of  Damis's  marriage. 

Lisette.     Don't  you  beheve.  Monsieur ? 

Monsieur  Oronte.  No,  Lisette,  I  do  not  be- 
lieve. You  may  tell  Valere  for  me  that  he  will 
never  be  my  son-in-law.  (Monsieur  Oronte  goes 
out) 

Lisette.  What  does  it  all  mean  ?  There  is  some- 
thing I  don't  know  about ! 

Enter  Valere. 

Lisette.    Oh,  Monsieur ? 

Valere.     Well,  Lisette? 

Lisette.  Where  have  you  been  all  the  while,  and 
where  is  the  letter  from  Damis  ? 

Valere.  {Taking  the  letter  from  his  pocket  and 
shozving  it  to  her)  Here  it  is.  Tell  me,  how  are 
things  going  ?    How  is  Crispin's  plan  ? 

Lisette.    Crispin  ?    Who  is  he  ? 

Valere.     My  valet. 

Lisette.    I  don't  know  him. 

Valere.  Oh,  Lisette!  He  told  me  you  were 
working  together, 

Lisette.  I  have  no  idea  what  you  mean.  Mon- 
sieur. 

Valere.     Don't  make  me  angry. 

(Enter  Madame  Oronte  and  Angelique.) 

Madame  Oronte.  (To  Valere)  Ah,  Monsieur 
Valere,  I  must  scold  you.  Does  a  man  of  honor 
forge  letters  ? 
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Valere.  I  forge,  Madame  ?  Who  has  been  tell- 
ing tales  about  me? 

LiSETTE.  {To  Madame  Oronte)  Madame, 
someone  has  been  circulating  evil  reports.  Believe 
me,  Monsieur  is  innocent.  {Enter  Monsieur 
Oronte  and  Monsieur  Orgon)  Now  we  shall 
find  out  everything. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  Monsieur  Orgon) 
Someone  has  been  playing  us  false  here. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  We  must  clear  it  up,  Mon- 
sieur. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  his  wife)  Madame,  I 
have  just  met  Monsieur  Orgon.  He  has  come  to 
Paris  to  take  back  his  word.     Damis  is  married ! 

Angelique.     {Aside)    What  is  this? 
Monsieur    Orgon.       {To    Madame    Oronte) 
True,   Madame,   but   when  you  learn  the  circum- 
stances, I  am  sure  you  will  excuse 

Monsieur  Oronte.  {To  his  wife)  I  under- 
stand that,  but  what  I  cannot  understand  is  that  he 
says  his  son  is  still  at  Chartres. 

Monsieur  Orgon.    Of  course  he  is. 

Madame  Oronte.  But  there  is  a  young  man  here 
who  says  he  is  your  son. 

Monsieur  Orgon.    An  imposter ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  But  La  Branche,  who  is  your 
son's  valet,  calls  him  master. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  La  Branche,  you  say?  The 
rascal !  Now  I  see  !  He  told  me  to  stay  away  from 
here  just  now,  and  prevented  me  from  coming  in  to 
see  you.  He  said  you  were  both  furious  with  me, 
and  that  you  maltreated  him. 

Madame  Oronte.     Liar! 

Lisette.     {Aside)     I  see  everything  now! 

Valere.     {Aside)     The  traitor! 

Monsieur  Oronte.    Here  they  are  now  ! 

{Enter  Crispin  and  La  Branche) 
Crispin.      {To   Monsieur  Oronte,   not  seeing 
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Valere  and  Orgon)  Well,  Monsieur,  is  every- 
thing ready?     {Seeing  the  others)     The  devil ! 

La  Branche.  Discovered!  (La  Branche  and 
Crispin  start  to  run  off,  hut  Valere  stops  them) 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Hold  them !  Now  we  have 
them,  the  scoundrels ! 

Valere,  {Pointing  to  Crispin)  Here  is  my 
valet,  who  tried  to  pass  himself  off  as  Damis. 

Madame  Oronte.     Heavens,  his  valet! 

Crispin.  Now,  Monsieur,  you  must  not  judge  us 
on  appearances ! 

Monsieur  Orgon.  {To  La  Branche)  Is  this 
the  way  you  carry  out  my  orders  ? 

La  Branche.  Careful,  Monsieur,  you  must  not 
condemn  us  unheard. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  What  can  you  say  for  your- 
selves ? 

Crispin.    La  Branche  will  explain. 

La  Branche.     You  speak,  Crispin. 

Crispin.  Well,  now  I'll  tell  you  everything.  I 
pretended  I  was  Damis  in  order  to  dissuade  Mon- 
sieur and  Madame  Oronte  from  the  intended  mar- 
riage, and  so  do  a  good  turn  for  my  master.  I  was 
unfortunate  to  enough  to  create  exactly  the  opposite 
effect  to  the  one  I  intended. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  But  you  would  have 
married  my  daughter  ? 

Crispin.     Oh,  no,  Monsieur;  ask  La  Branche. 

Valere.  You  have  no  possible  excuse.  Since 
Damis  was  married,  your  trick  was  useless. 

Crispin.  Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  if  you 
insist  on  mxaking  us  out  as  scoundrels,  at  least  you 
might  treat  us  as  such.  We  beg  your  forgiveness. 
{He  kneels  to  Monsieur  Oronte) 

La  Branche.     {Likewise  kneeling)     Pity  us  ! 

Crispin.     Frankly,  the  dowry  tempted  us. 

Monsieur  Oronte.     You  shall  be  punished. 

La  Branche.  I  am  sure  Madame  Oronte  is 
tender-hearted ! 
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Crispin.  The  charming  Madame  Oronte  v/ill  not 
allow  us  to  be  punished  ? 

Madame  Oronte.  {Moved — to  her  husband) 
The  poor  young  men  !     Forgive  them. 

Monsieur  Orgon.  You  are  very  lucky,  I  can 
tell  you,  to  have  Madame  intercede  for  you ! 

Monsieur  Oronte.  I  should  like  to  see  you  sent 
to  jail,  but  since  my  wife  wishes  it,  I  am  willing  to 
forget  the  past.  To-day  I  shall  give  my  daughter 
to  Valere  You  may  celebrate.  And  if  you  promise 
to  be  honest  in  the  future  I  shall  look  after  your 
interests  and  fortunes. 

Crispin.     (Rising)     Monsieur,  we  promise! 

La  Branciie.  (Also  rising)  Yes,  Monsieur,  we 
are  so  grieved  over  the  failure  of  our  enterprise, 
that  we  renounce  henceforth  all  undertakings  of  the 
kind. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  You  are  clever,  I  must 
admit,  but  I  advise  you  to  put  your  cleverness  to  a 
better  use  in  the  future.  Let  me  establish  you  both 
in  business.  (To  La  Branche)  I  know  a  splendid 
position  for  you. 

La  Branche.  I  am  extremely  grateful.  Mon- 
sieur. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  (To  Crispin)  I  have 
picked  out  the  granddaughter  of  a  friend  of  mine 
for  your  wife. 

Crispin.  I  shall  endeavor  to  prove  myself  worthy 
of  the  honor. 

Monsieur  Oronte.  Now  let  us  go — here — the 
feast  is  ready  in  my  house.  (To  Monsieur 
Orgon)  I  hope  Monsieur  Orgon  will  do  me 
the  honor  of  being  a  guest  at  my  daughter's 
wedding  ? 

Monsieur  Orgon.  With  pleasure,  as  I  shall  have 
an  opportunity  of  dancing  with  Madame  Oronte. 
(He  offers  his  arm  to  Madame  Oronte,  zvho  takes 
it.    They  all  pass  into  Monsieur  Oronte's  house) 

CURTAIN. 
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